II
TO MALAGA
IT is obviously a little profitless to speculate about Spain.
One knows nothing about her . . . except her Arts. . * .
Which are perhaps the best guides to national character.
. , . Though in the case of Spain, one almost hopes they
aren't. . . .
She lies there, right across the Great Route. Silent.
Arrogant ... or not arrogant. . . . Arrogance is an active
quality which pushes you off sidewalks, say. Ironbound
would be a better word. . . . Except that this ironbound
immobility is a quality that almost molests you. . . . But,
again, it is not that. It is a quality that challenges you to
molest it. ... But "challenges" is again not the word
since she completely ignores you . . . "makes you want to"
would be the exact wording. ... As if she were some
colossal being, for ever looking into distances and taking no
notice of your agitated questions. ... As if you must shake
her head in the desperate determination to make her
answer you. . . . Sphinxlike. . . . But then, no, she has
none of the ''qualities of the Sphinx . . . except the recum-
bancy. . . . When you look at the Sphinx you do not want
to ask questions. . . . You would be afraid to. ... She is
a divinity, infinitely remote.
But Spain, too, is remote. ... Or then, again, she isn't.
I had, a little time ago, a letter of admiration for my work
from a young lady at Melbourne University. I wrote back
saying how pleasant it was to get admiration from somewhere
so remote. . . ."Remote from where?" she replied on a
postcard.
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And Spiain is not remote. She is actually right in the middle
of things.
She is the Most Christian Kingdom. . . . That is it. . , .
Of course, the Communists and the Mass of the Right alter-
nately burn churches and convents. But it will probably all